THE   LIFE   OF  JAMES   RAMSAY   MACDONALD

learned fax more. She was industrious and capable.
She had beauty too, her mother's darkly-flashing eyes and
a dignity of bearing which seemed to be hereditary
among the Ramsays; in her late teens she is said to have
been as comely a girl as could have been found in all
Moray. like most of the Ramsays, too, she was at once
sunny-tempered and reserved. At thirteen or fourteen
she took her first "fee" on a neighbouring farm. For
her keep, and a pound or thirty shillings for a six-months'
"term," she would work indoors and out of doors from
dawn till dark. Only on fast days or the half-yearly
feeing terms or at a rare week-end would she be free to
tramp home to her mother and the sea town but-and-
ben.

Early in 1866 Anne was working as housekeeper on
the farm of Clay dales in the parish of Alves, four miles
out of Elgin on the high road to Inverness. The head
ploughman at Claydales was one John MacDonald, a
tall young Highlander from the Black Isle of Ross.
Handsome and quick-witted he is said to have been, with
a certain jovial recklessness in his bearing. It was not
long before it was plain to the other lads on the farm
that there was a special kindness growing between
Anne Ramsay and the stalwart young Highlander
from Ross. He would find excuses, they noticed, to
relieve her of her household tasks; she would secretly
fill his bowl with an extra portion of cream. In time
they became lovers. And soon after Anne knew that
she was to bear a child, she went back to Lossiemouth and
her mother.

Once more, the two-roomed sea town cot was to
witness a grim but cheerful contest with poverty. Once
again the poverty, though it could scarcely be harsher,
was never ugly. Once again there was no father to help.
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